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Dude. 


Author's Notes: 
First time trying to write these two. Very fun, not sure if very accurate, but fun nonetheless. 


Aaron and Jeordie were stoned off their fucking minds. 


Aaron was watching all the kids doing all their stunts with all their distressed skateboards; jumping.. falling . And 
it seemed so slow like everything has been put into slow-motion - yet so funny. He could hear the soft 
shhrshhrshr of the wheels against the rails and handrails, and that alone made him giggle. 


"Ok, brah" Jeordie said, once sit by his side, now getting up - as slow as the skating kids (at least, that was 
what it looked like). "Enough of this. I'm hungry as fuck. Let's go munch on something." 


Aaron's body followed, even if he mind didn't quite well. He nodded, feeling all the weight of his skull (maybe 
even more), trying to keep his eyelids all the way up - failing miserably at it. 


The weather was nice; for Aaron, at least. Light gray clouds surrounded the sky, making impossible to the sun 
to burn the top of his head and make his nape all sweaty, hair glued to it. But it was not very cold either, 
actually. It was all slowly (slow for real, this time) fading into dark shades of blue, now. Ah, it's really great to 
have days off, indeed. 


"C'mon, | guess there's a market nearby" Jeordie said loud (but not too loud), bringing Aaron to the real world 


and about five feet in front of him. 


"Ay ay, Cap'n!" he answered, pulling the forelock and feeling all his arm's heaviness as it fell back down, big grin 
plastered all over his face. Jeordie left out a silent laugh. 


They both kept walking, most silently - interrupted by a few laughs and random ramblings-, until a bridge 
crossed their path. It was made of metal; had a very not truth-worthy look to it. 


"We're gonna have to cross that shit, brah?" The guitarist said, examining all the cracks and dirty and flaws on 


the bridge. 


"Well" Jeordie said, scratching his chin lightly. "| guess | do remember maybe crossing a bridge in some point, 


yeah." 

"C'mon, brah, you don't even remember who you are, right now!" 

"Do we have another alternative?" 

Yeah, Aaron answered in his mind. But decided to go along with it. Adventuuure. 


Jeordie went first. Aaron put the tip of his sneaker onto it, like he was testing the coldness of the pool. He 
heard a light creak when his foot finally it the ground, and immediately took then off again 


‘Oh, c'mon, Aaron’ Jeordie said, already in the middle of the bridge. "You're paper thin, this shit IS NOT going to 


fall down!" 

Aaron lift his head to see Jeordie, which had his arms crossed against his chest. 

"PFF, you're right" he said, stepping on it again, this time for real. "IF it can take your fat ass." 

"Hah, don't pretend you don't like it!" 

Aaron felt the tips of his fingers touch the rail of the bridge, dust getting attached to them as he slides. It 
was hypnotizing to watch. He lift his eyes (and his eyes only) to the polluted river, and then his eyes bulged. 


"FUCK, JEOR.. FFUCK! A MERMAID!" 


"What?" 
Jeordie had crossed the bridge already, and was waiting for Aaron leaning his hips against a windbreak 


"THERE! THERE'S A FUCKING MERMAID THERE, BRAH, | FUCKING SWEAR! | don't know if it is dead or shit, but 
man, l'm not kidding!" 


The bass player finally moved his head out of curiosity. When he saw what supposedly Aaron did, he burst in 
laughter. 


"That's a fucking sheet, dude!" 

‘It's not!" 

"Yeah, it is! Flowing like that in the dark made it look like a taill" 
“Course not, brah!" 

"You're high as fuck!" Jeordie was getting closer. 

"As if you weren't!" 


"Well, | can still’ Jeordie said grabing Aaron's arm and pulling him out of the bridge. "Dintinguish imaginary 


things from real ones!" 

Aaron let his body be sort of dragged. It didn't feel half bad, actually, and it was somewhat of a relief, since 
he was feeling so heavy. 

The night thicked. 

"C'moon, dude, are we going to get to that market this year? I'm fucking starving!" 

Jeordie didn't answer. Instead, he stopped walking, making Aaron stop as well. He looked around, sometimes 
turning his head slowly, other times turning it really fast. Aaron left a few "whats" before Jeordie finally 
answering: 


"| think we're lost." 


Aaron rolled his eyes in frustration, month half open as he was going to curse all the bombs he knew. But the 


pot in his system still didn’t let him. 


"Okay, so what now?" 
"| dont know, maybe we should keep wandering?" 

No, we shouldn't, Aaron thought. We're going to get even MORE lost: 
But they did 

Maybe it wasn't that bad of an idea to get lost with Jeordie White. 


The best part is that they weren't even upset about that, no. They were still laughing at their bad jokes as 
they kept walking. 


"Look, Jeordiel” 
"What?" 


"One of these mirror-camera-things that reflect like a fish eye. C'mon, let me take a picture. I'll post it on my 


myspace." 


"Do you still use it, brah?" Jeordie said incredulous, while Aaron took his phone out of his pocket and posed in 


front of the mirror. 


"Ok, man, I'll post into whatever is big right now" Aaron gave the picture a last look (Jeordie was caught in the 


picture as well) and put it into his pocket again. 

"Where are we, by the way?" 

"Uhh, | dunno" Aaron moved his head in many directions, looking for any sign or anything. "I guess its a motel." 
"How much?" 

"Uh. 30 bucks three hours.. 55 the night." 

"PERFECT!" 

"Wuh, what?" Aaron said, laughing. "What, brah, you wanna fuck me or something?" 


"No, dipshit!" Jeordie also laughed, pushing the other man lightly. "We now have a place to crash by and we can 


ask shit to the room service.. AND, with some luck, we can get some free champagne!" 


That didn't sound so bad, afterall. The weed was finally wearing off, so Aaron surely could get some booze. And 


also needed to piss. 


Aaron wanted to fast-forward the reception part. The problem was not the recepcionists, no; They are used to 
fags checking in or way weirder shit, believe me. The problem was Jeordie reassuring them with jokes that 


they were going to make sweet sweaty love, even though they WERE NOT. 


The room by the end of the corridor. Number 35, or something. Aaron was trying to pay as much attention 
as he could to his shoes, trying to focus on not hearing other people humping eachother and moaning and 
coming and stuff like that. The only sound that he wanted to hear was the click of the lock being unlocked by 
Jeordie. And so he did, at last. 


Surprisingly enough, the room was pretty decent: Illumination was good (it was actually working) and cozy, the 
bed had rice, clean, white sheets, the walls were this light-salmon-nude-something And THERE WAS indeed a 


bucket filled with ice, champagne and a rose! 


The bathroom was also pretty clean (Aaron could check that while he was pissing), no moss nor spiders nor 


any other kind of gross shit. And also had this pretty cool bathtub. 


"| guess" Aaron said when leaving the bathroom, the flushing sound right behind him as he spoke and turned 
off the light. "I'm going to tell Trent to stop by here on our next tour." 


Jeordie, that was already on the bed, crossing his legs and moving his toes (covered now only by his socks) 
laughed and wet his tongue to flip the room service catalogue page. 


"I know, right? Who knew we'd find a place this nice for only 50 bucks!" 


"That even makes me forget the lousy neighbors" Aaron was now getting a grip on that champagne bottle. 


"AND that l'm going to be forced to sleep with you." 


The bottle made a loud BOP as the cap went off. 


